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The mice of Number 6 Elm Street had always had an easy life.  The humans who lived there had always had plenty of food themselves, as well as plenty of children who scattered that food like treasures under the end table, behind the sofa, and in any number of other convenient places.

There were the fancy Dabblefoots with the best homes near the kitchen.  The respectable Thimbletails resided cozily behind the piano.  The enterprising Tumblepaws made their living in the cellar.  Only the scrappy Crumblepaws had a rough go of it; they had been banished to the attic so long ago that no one could quite remember why, and ever since they had been forced to make do with bugs from the rafters and seeds from the gutters.
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Yes, they had an easy life until the day a small black cat showed up.  The humans couldn’t stop cuddling and playing with her, but the mice lived in terror of her silent, padding feet.  With a fearsome pounce and a slash of steely claws, many a good mouse had lost his life.  Finally, they decided that they must do something about that cat.
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So, one evening they held a meeting.  All the mice at Number 6 attended: everyone from the proudest Dabblefoot down to the meekest Crumblepaw.  Old Mr. Pickleberry Porridgepot, as the eldest of the mice, led the meeting.

“All right, now,” he hollered, banging his cane on the floor, “everyone quiet!  Let’s get this meeting started, so I can get back to my comfy chair.  You all know why we’re here, so what are you going to do about that cat?”

Peppernut Dabblefoot stood up, nose in the air.  “Sir, if I may, the solution is perfectly obvious.  We must create some sort of contraption to trap the cat.”

All the mice nodded in agreement, all except Nibblekins Crumblepaws.  “What kind of trap do you mean, exactly?” he asked.

Peppernut blinked his beady black eyes.  “Why, an effective trap, of course.  What does it matter to you?  I don’t think we need advice from a bunch of seed-eaters.”

Nibblekins was unfazed; he was used to his family’s bad reputation.  Even though they were seen as outcasts, he still cared about their home and wanted to see all of them safe.  “It’s not your fault that your comfortable life hasn’t prepared you for this.  Since we live in constant danger from hawks and owls, we’ve had to be much more resourceful.  I’m sorry, but you’re going to need something more than ‘a contraption of some kind.’”  The room erupted in shocked anger.

Mr. Porridgepot banged his cane once again.  “Knock it off, all of you!  He’s right – you’re all soft!  Why, I remember the Great Greasefire of ’53, nearly burned the whole house down.  But a trap isn’t the worst idea I’ve ever heard.  Any ideas what we could use?  And make it quick! it’s nearly time for
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